j6                   FEVER, FAMINE, AND GOLD
I thought I would have an apoplectic fit, The
red surged up my neck as I thought up long-
forgotten army oaths for having been so easily taken
in,
Seiior Hector Moran went on at a rapid rate. He
had, he assured me, nerves of steel; his bravery
knew no bounds. There was no wild animal, no
savage Indian from Panama to Cape Horn with
which he could not cope. Pressing letters of recom-
mendation, suspiciously laudatory to have been
come by honestly, into my unwilling hand, he drew
a breath-taking picture of himself as a veritable
dynamo of industry.
This was too much. Those indolent, lazy move-
ments of his body were not to be belied, I cut the
interview short. But the upshot was that Senor
Hector Moran became cook, camp-boy, and infal-
lible source of aggravation to the Andes-Amazon
Expedition from then on; he was taken on, not be-
cause he was a Stanley or Livingstone of a later day,
nor because we needed a cook, but for a reason he
would never have suspected.
In that brief wordless exchange with the Indian
bell-boy, I had seen that Hector Moran, with his
slick, city-trained mind, could get his own way with
the Indians. Such a person, on occasions, could be
an invaluable adjunct to any expedition.
Leaving Riobamba on September nth we went
by motor-truck to the Hacienda Leito, some thirty-
five miles east, a large, imposing house said to have